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LLoYD ZIMPEL

THE GOLDEN YEARS
When Corman returned from his army service overseas he was altogether changed. It was not just the change from boy into man (which
his father regarded so highly), but something more profound and
subtle-nothing he could put his finger on. He was aware, for one
thing, that he had learned patience: long waits for chow, for pay, for
sick-eall, for use of the latrine, had taught him endurance. Also, somewhere along the line he had acquired a remarkable ability to take and
follow orders.
There were other changes, too, but they seemed equally insignificant,
and all of them together couldn't add up to the new man who, discharged at twenty-four, announced to his father and mother that he
had decided not to continue his law studies. He had a job instead.
"Are you crazy?" asked his father in the course of the shrill argument
that followed the announcement. "You got a chance to do a service to
humanity and come out all right by yourself, too. Don't tell me this
job gives you that kind of opportunity."
"Haven't 1 got the right to plan my own future?" Corman asked
mildly. "I know what I'm doing."
"That 1 doubt," said the old man who always had the last word.
Corman's position was with a firm that manufactured small plastic
novelties. It was his duty to write the salesmen about the orders they
sent in.
"Nice going, Bob, on that $200,000 order for Chic Sale Miniatures. It's
the king-sized sort of orders the fellows here have conie to expect out
of you. I know you'll be coming through with plenty more of the same,
and believe me, Bob, I'm keeping an eye open for them. . . ."

Gallantly and with obvious great effort the elder Corman tried to
find something exciting in his son's new activities: failing that, he kept
silent except for occasional questions.
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"How are you getting on at that job?"
"AIl right."
"Do you like it?"
"I don't mind it."
"Is there a chance for promotions? I mean, do they need executives?"
"I guess so," said Corman. "I haven't really looked into it."
After a time these tests of his son's ambition stopped and the old
'man only glowered over the editorial page when CQrnlan, home from
a day of letter-writing, climbed the stairs to his room with no more
than a polite word to his father and mother.
It was plain that he expected little from either parent-or, for that
matter, from anyone. He made no demands on his co-workers at the
novelty office and they in tUm seldom troubled him. The only ones
with whom he was even slightly familiar were the two young men who
occupied desks on either side of. his own.
"Corman-got a paper clip?"
"Spare a sheet or two of carbon, Corman?" asked the other, leaning
over his little placard that bore the wry legend: WHAT'S flApPINESS?
CAN IT BUY MONEY?
.
From time to time a man whose name he did not know, but whom
he took to be an assistant department head, paused for just a moment
at his desk.
"How are you getting on, Corman?" this brisk gentleman would inquire, and then be off down the aisle almost before Corman could nod
and say: "Seem to be getting on all right, sir."
"Good, good-PI muttered over the shoulder. "Glad to hear it-"
When Corman had been with the firm exactly six months it was the
assistant who reminded him that the firm's practice was to review each
employee's work record twice a year.
"Yours is eminently satisfactory," said the assistant. "And in view of
it we're pleased to giye you a raise."
He handed Corman an envelope which Corman opened during his
lunch-half-hour. He was thrilled to find that while the increase was by
no means large, it was by no means inconsequential either. For perhaps
the first time in his twenty-four years he had an inkling of his worth.

Lloyd Zimpe1 is a business writer and editor living in San Francisco. Born in
Minnesota, he attended the University of Minnesota and the State University of Iowa. His work has been published in Chicago Review, New
Republic, Nation, Northwest Review, and other magazines.
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On a Saturday morning, when his father and mother were visiting
out of town and the house was empty, Corman awoke feeling dejected
and out of sorts. This was somewhat unusual. Sitting on the edge of
his bed by the window he stared hatefully down upon a grackle on the
lawn as if that miserable bird bore the responsibility for the headache
he suffered. Finally he wrapped himself in his old bathrobe and went
to the kitchen where he made himself a cup of weak tea. As he hunched
over it he heard rain begin to fall on the roof. From somewhere behind
the house the grackle set up a racket. Corman sighed, weary and sick at
heart for no reason at all. He swallowed the last of the tea which had
turned cool and bitter in the bottom of the cup, and gazed at the
pattern of rain on the window. As he watched it rained harder and
harder.
Gradually, he became aware of a rapping sound at the front door, a
noise that in his gray mood seemed more like a thumping inside his
very skull. It took some time before he could rouse himself sufficiently
to answer it.
When he reached the door and opened it he confronted an erect,
flawlessly dressed young man about his own age. Beads of rain glistened on the caller's oiled black hair as he craned forward, trying to
make out in the gloom of the unlighted living room the person who
had admitted him. When he found Corman morosely staring up at
him he immediately flashed a smile and reached out a hand to grab the
one Corman had raised to close his bathrobe against the chill.
"Mr. Corman?" he said. "I'm sure glad to meet you. My name's
Kewbic. Grumbacher told me about you. Said he was a good friend."
"Yes?" Corman said, withdrawing his hand. Vaguely he recalled a
Grumbacher who worked a few aisles away-a seedy little man, almost
bald, probably employed at letter-writing also.
'"!es," Kewbic said. "Grumbacher thought you might be interested
in a program like the,one I laid out for him."
"I see," said Corman, and he stood back to let Kewbic, who kept
edging forward, step inside the door. Once inside, Kewbic moved to
the center of the room and Corman followed, holding his robe closed
with one hand. The room lay in murky semi-blackness: the shades had
not been raised for the morning and Corman did not remember to do
it now.
"I think I can say what I came for in less than five minutes." Kewbic
sat down on the sofa, his briefcase resting handily upon his knees. He
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leaned toward Corman and continued: "I have access to infonnation
that could be of great value to you."
"Oh yes?" said.Corman.
"Yes. Let me outline it this way. In your own past experience, Mr.
Corman, as you've watched people accumulate money or property,
you've probably noticed that with most of them the time comessooner or later, but it eventually comes-the time comes when they
think of their accumulations only in terms of incomel Now isn't that
true?"
Corman frowned. He heard the grackle in a neighbor's yard.
"Of course," said Kewbic. "And look at it this way. When a person
begins to save money he often sets aside a certain objective for himself,
a certain amount of property, say, or maybe a certain number .of dollars,
and yet before he ever reaches that objective usually he's thinking of
those dollars in terms of income primarily. You've noticed that, haven't
you, Mr. Corman?"
Corman sat doWD. "I've never paid much attention," he said uneasily.
"Of course," Kewbic said. "In your case, perhaps, Mr. Corman,
when the time com~ when you're ready to quit work, either because
you choose to ease up a bit or for some reason beyond your control
you're forced to quit, the chances are that you, too, will then think of
your accumulations in terms of income-how much income, how long
it's going to last, and perhaps how safe it is. Isn't that right, Mr.
Corman?"
"Income. Yes," Corman said with interest.
"Now that's why I wanted to meet you," Kewbic continued. "If I
can bring you information that will apply to you and your ideas and
result in a larger income or a longer lasting one or perhaps a safer onenow if I could do that, that would be very valuable information,
wouldn't it? You wouldn't object to that, now would you, Mr.
Corman?"
Corman said thoughtfully: "I .don't think I would."
"Good," Kewbic said briskly as he opened his briefcase and pulled
forth a large brightly colored folder. "Well then, I guess I can assume
that you work to make enough money to secure such things as to you
spell success and security, right?"
"That's about right," said Corman.
"Well, making money is a rugged proposition, no doubt about it.
But keeping it is even tougher, right?" Kewbic made a motion with his
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hand to show money whisking away into the air. He continued slowly:
"And when it's all over very few of US end up with much to show for
the effort we've made-" Here he paused reflectively, then quickly
opened the folder. He said: "Let's take a look at this:"
Corman leaned forward and read:
9 OUT OF 10
ARE DOOMEDI

"Yes," said Kewbic to Corman's startled glance. "Ninety-three out
of everY one hundred men-nine out of ten, I say-who are just your
age· are doomed to have all their hopes for security and success completely shattered." He paused, then added: "Crushed. Ground into the
dust." Soberly he gazed at Corman, who returned his look with equal
solemnity.
"More than half the men now your age," said Kewbic, "will live to
sixty-five, but only seven will make good. The rest are failures-failures,
I say-with no money, dependent on relatives, on society, begging for
handouts-"
Again he quickly flipped a page of the folder and Corman found
himself confronting a drawing of a ragged old man who glared hatefully at a giant hand loaded with packages labelled FLOUR, BUTTER, FUEL, MEAT.
"Existing on handouts," ~ewbic sadly repeated. "Charity."
His final word seemed to echo in the dark, damp room. There was a
long silence, the only sound that of the rain on the roof. Both Corman
and his visitor stared at the old man receiving his loathsome gift.
"But," Kewbic said suddenly, "how would you like to know, right
now, this minute, that you will never be one of these dependent
failures?"
Corman began at once to nod, but Kewbic went on without pausing.
"And how would you like to know, right now, that you'll always be
one of those five to seven? How would you like to know that no matter
what opportunity comes along, you'll be ready for it? Know that you'll
have capital for it? That's what it takes, Mr. Corman, you know thatcapitall When opportunity knocks, you've got to have it, or goodbye
opportunityl Now isn't that right, Mr. Corman?"
"I guess so," said Corman.
"Look," Kewbic said. "I'm going to answer all your problems-"
Talking all the while he rapidly turned the remaining pages of the
folder. Corman got one grand dizzy image of sad faces, piles of coins,
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hospital beds, bills stamped Due, bills stamped Paid, men playing golf,
and happy faces. Then Kewbic thrust forth the final page on which was
printed:
~
SECURITYI SUCCESSI
NO MORE WORRY ABOUT TOMORROWll

Connan's eyes fastened upon these bold words. He read them over
and over as Kewbic silently watched.
Then, very quietly, Kewbic said: "It's simply a question of how much
you can save."
Connan raised his eyes and Kewbic went on: "Can you save-let's
say thirty-nine cents a day? Just think-security, success, no worry about
tomorrow."
Thoughtfully Corman pursed his lips.
"Anybody can save thirty-nine cents a day," suggested Kewbic.
"I might be able to at that," said Corman.
"That's not even two dollars per working week."
"Yes," Corman said reflectively. "I think I could do it." As he looked
down once again at the last page of the folder with its heartening message singing out to him, he paused ready to say something more.
Finally the words burst forth. "Yes, I can do itI" He slapped his leg.
"I know I canI" he said. "Yesl I'll do itl"
Kewbic snatched up his briefcase and pulled papers from it. "Good,
good. A wise move on your part, believe me, Mr. Connan."
"Yesl"exclaimed Corman, and he rose to play the self-assured host:
"Could I make you a cup of tea?"
Neither of his parents and no one at the office seemed to mark the
latest change in Corman. To the eye he presented the same steadfast
appearance, showed the same remarkably unstrained ability to temper
his efforts, as well as his behavior, so that his work never stood out in
any;Way. But inwardly Corman understood that he was at peace with
himself, and he was able now to take .quiet heart in each new day,
weekends included.
1
Only Kewbic, calling a second time to deliver the policy, gave any
sign that he understood.
"Here you are, Mr. Connan," he said and handed over the fat
envelope. "Your ticket to rocking-ehair money, money to live on and
keep you off the dole when you get along in years. Makes you feel a
lot more secure, having this, doesn't it?"
\

.'.
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"It does indeed," said Corman, peeking into the envelope. "It
certainly does."
"Still and all," said Kewbic as }Ie cautiously watched his new client,
"it's only the start toward a really solid program, retirement-wise. You
wouldn'fwant to go too long before you think about more complete,
more comprehensive coverage, would you?"
"I gu~s that's right," said Corman, and he could sense the anticipation that already shone in his eyes.
"Of course," Kewbic said emphatically. "And the sooner the better,
that's for sure. I could work out a good deal for you right now, a topnotch supplement plan that'll go right into effect with your present
policy. That is, if you want it-"
"Yes. A good idea," said Corman. His eyes fastened on the briefcase
from which Kewbic pulled a new set of papers and colored folders, and
he stirred restlessly as he waited to hear what new program his per~sive friend had in mind.
---f .J "Now, for, say one dollar and seventy-two cents per day-" Kewbic
began, as he flipped open an illustrated folder. . . .

~

On the occasion of his first year's anniversary with the company
CdQIlan receix.ed his second envelope from the assistant; it announced.
his second raise. He mentioned it at dinnertime, taking his mother's
congratulations with downcast eyes that indicated sincere modesty at
his achievement.
However, his father only glowered at him over the squash.
"What does it mean this time?" he asked. uyou're moving up
finally?"
"Well, I've still got the same job," Corman replied, and he could
not truthfully say that he saw much chance of rising out of it: but then
he had no desire to join his co-workers in their upward struggle.
"Not that you care much if you have it forever, I don't suppose,"
the old man said bitterly. ''4ll you need is money enough to meet those
insurance premiums. How many are you carrying now? Ten policies?
A dozen?"
Averting his eyes Corman said nothing. He was mildly concerned
that his father should keep harping, month after month, on this same
subject, but it never occured to him to really defend himself.
"When they start paying off," the old man said coldly and in a
measured tone, as if this particular thought had galled him for weeks,
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"when you're as old as .J am, you think that money will do you any
good? Will it bring you any pleasure?"
"A person should provide for his golden years," Corman said, but
uncomfortably, as though he was aware the words weren't his.
"Godl" exclaimed the old man with a grunt of disgust. 4'You're a
young manl What kind of talk is this? Golden years-bah I A boy with
your attitude, money won't help him."
.
But Corman remained calm and unshaken. 4'It's knowing it will be
there," he said placidly. 141 can fall back on it."
~ou're twenty-five years, hardly," his father said. 4'Fall back on

.0hatl"

Still Corman did not raise his voice. uIt doesn't matter how young a
person is, he shotild still have a sound financial foundation-"
In one great gesture of disappointment, scorn and fury, the old man
threw up his hands. uFinancial/" he cried. uWhat does it mean? Is it
such happiness?" Shaking with anger he leaped from his chair and
strode to the sink.
Returning his scornful glare with a mild look, Corman pushed his
plate aside and put his elbows on the table-the pose of a rational man
quietly arguing for logic and good sense. uMter all, what's happiness?"
he said. "Can it buy money?"
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